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years, with muslin puffs of some width around the skirts—
two or three puffs often. Now my dear Mother had made
for my little person a white dress, with two or three puffs
of thin muslin, well starched. I have no doubt Cally had
another of the same kind, To my own, however, 1 was
fondly attached, admiring it greatly. One Sunday morn-
ing I was dressed for Church in this choice puffed gar-
ment and told to go down stairs to wait for my Mother
and Aunts. I trotted down the first flight of steps from
the broad lobby on which the rooms from the second floor
opened, At the turn, at the head of the second broad
flight, I paused. My dear Father, my Uncles Tom and
Edward were standing in the hall below, looking over the
guns, in the gun-rack which stood near the front door, I
seem to see them now. My Uncles were great sportsmen,
making havoc among the game birds of all kinds, My
Uncle Tom chanced to turn to look at me; "Oh, Uncle
Tom, don't come near me! This is my puffed frock/!"
Flow they laughed and made believe they wanted to
catch me. I distinctly remember my feeling of surprise
at their laughing so heartily; could they not understand
that I had been told to take care of my puffs?
A very important event of those months we passed at
Heathcote Hill was the performance of a play, which I
remember perfectly, My Father was the manager;
Love»&-la-Mode was the play. The characters were Sir
Theodore Goodchild; Sir Archie Macsarcasmj Sir Gal"
laglmn O'Brallagkan; 'Squire Groom,* and Charlotte,
The performers were my Father, my Uncles, Dr. Bailey,
and my Aunt Caroline. If I remember right, my Father
took the part of Sir Callaghan, My Aunt Caroline was
remarkably pretty in those days, a brilliant brunette.
The performance took place in the dining-room, the green

